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0 Tue typography of “Epsom Races,”’ it will be 
observed, is the production of a Private Press, in the 
Country; and the Author takes the present opportu- 
nity respectfully to state that, for particular reasons, 
which it is unnecessary here to mention, the edition of 
his Work is strictly limited to Two Hunprep Co- 
pres, and that, in all probubility, it will not, in any 


case, be reprinted. 
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EPSOM RACKS. 


EPSOM! the egregious conduct of the bards 
Much them disgraces ; 

Of the whole race, how few have ever sung 
Of thy famed Races ! 


Doncaster—Ascot—and Newmarket,—though 
Great charms have they, 

Still 'tis to Epsom that I’m egged to 
Inseribe a day! 


But hold—famed Epsom in the highest strain, 
Sure, sung should be ; 

So, though I dare to in-scribe a lay, it is 
Not fair,-I-see! 


‘That I shall not so sing of Epsom seems 
To be as plain 

As 'tis that bards, whene’er they print, must prove 
A loss a-gain! 


But the younger Hood’s much fayour’d, and ne’er heeds 
The critic’s choler; 

For he in Grud Street lives, and is, besides, 
An Eating scholar !* 


From off a multiplication fable, sure, 
Most bards must dine: 

Fate's so per-verse, e’en a fine canto won't 
The pocket “line!” 


To bards, Ash Wednesday seems the best day 
That Fate has sent ; 

For seldom ’tis they get at cash at all 
But when ’tis Lent! 


* So much the better for him! There is less danger of his meet- 
eee the fate of Sir Mathew Hale's bird. In a work entitled 
“Memoirs of Sir Mathew Hale,” by J. B, Williams, Esq. L.L.D. 
F.S.A, §¢., London, 1835, is the follow’ “Never was his 
anger seen to glow so hot as towards one of his servants who had 
negligently starved a bird to death, for want of food.” 
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Sure we may trace one of the sources of 
Each bard’s sad fate; he 

Is e’er, e’en when an only “bairn,” one of 
The Liter-ati! 


Hold—l've a hint to give, and I’m a Nestor— 
(So now, then, harken) :— 

Your author-ship is the most dangerous craft 
“Dogs” can em-lark in! 


—To read the younger Hood's poor rhymes, sure, ’tis 
Of time a waste : 

*Mong bards—like Ketches’ rope—as turfites say, 
He is “not placed!” 


* Poetry’s an art unteachable—untaught :” 
My dad it view’d 

As Luey’s did ;—I took my ¢wenty lessons 
With forti-tude | * 


I was, like Solomon, “a witty child,”+ 
And rhymed with pride ; 

"Tis strange, but I ne’er could my “talent” in 
A napkin hide ! 


There'd be no doubt of my great wit if but 
One thing was view’d -— 

Who has a wife whose tongue’s e’er on the go, 
Of course, is shrew’d! 


But, Muse, we must proceed—we shan’t a-muse— 
They'll at us scoff: 

We but go on as Pharoah’s chariot when 
The wheels were off! 


* Sir Thomas Lucy, Knt., before whom, as is well known, the 
immortal Shakspeare was examined on a charge of deer-stealing, 
once condescended to converse with the then young rhymester con- 
cerning his art, in the course of which he said :-—‘TI myself, in my 
youth, had some experience that way; and I am fain to blush at 
the reputation I obtained. His honour, my father, took me to Lon- 
don at the age of twenty ; and, sparing uo expense in my education, 
gave fifty shillings to one Monsieur Dubois to teach me fencing and 
poetry, in twenty lessons.’ — Citation and Examination of Wil- 
tiam Shakspeare, &c., London, 1834. 


it.’ — Wisdom 


+ Por Twas a willy child, and had a good 
Wf Solomon, vist. 19. 


EPSOM RACES, 3 


—How strange that I, by these few rhymes on Epsom’s 
Famed races, should— 

Though no freebooter—prove most plain that I 
Am Robbing Hood! 


As Bacon says, “you know or don’t know” where 
Dwells Hood—old Thomas : 

You'd see ’tis at Lake-House, which, sure, is in 
“The land of promise !?* 


Yes, as [ Epsom as my subject have 
Thought fit to choose, 

Though it prove boof-less—know, I’m “ stepping in 
My father’s shoes !” 


For he (I grieve now for my sire) is in 
The public’s debt : 

See what he once around spread through The Liter- 
ary Gazette! + 


So strange is this affair that few things, sure, 
Were ever queerer ; 
Even now to getting at your “Epsom”, father, 
- We seem no nearer ! 


* Take-House, Wanstead, Essex, is the residence of Thomas 
Hood, Esq., the celebrated editor of “The Comic Annual.”” 


+ In “The Literary Gazette” of July 17, 1830, (page 465) 
appears the following announcement from T, Hood, Esq., author 
of “The Epping Hunt,’” &e., &c., :— “ Many persons having ex- 
pressed a desire that ‘The Epping Hunt’ should haye a companion, 
the author immediately expressed his readiness to comply with the 
wish, as soon as he could provide himself with a suitable subject. 
In consequence, numerous hints, recommendations, and applications, 
have been forwarded to him from all quarters—the proprietors of 
sundry wakes and revels preferring very urgent requests in behalf 
of their own sports. Above all, the inhabitants of Epsom made such 
4 grand stand for the Epsom Races, that he was induced to take bis 
course to theirs, The result has been satisfactory. Instructed by 
the gentlemen of the betting-ring how to ‘make up a book,” he is 
preparing a little volume, to be called *Evsom Rac gs,” illustrative 
of the yearly festival on those celebrated Downs. It will be accom- 
panied, as usual, by various appropriate designs, or, to speak in 
turf language, with several ‘plates for all ages.” Due notice of 
the time of starting will be given by public advertisements and to 
ayoid any thing oxalic, be sure to ask for Hood’s Epsom.” 
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"Twill come but as a lazy waiter, if 
Tt ever will: 

For five long years we've waited, yet—oh, yet 
Dad’s silent—still! 


Reader! observe—my time is from the first 
Announcement reckon’d ; 

Long after that—though ’twas but loss of time— 
We got a second !* 


Though young Hood takes it, “Epsom Races” seems, 
By what’s been done, 

To be not quite a “suitable subject” for 
“The Prince of Pun!” 


We grieve whene’er we find that to our wish 
We get no nigher: 

Your “many persons,” sire, of course, then sigh 
For their “de-sire !” 


But ‘the unkindest evt of all” which each 
Poor soul awaits 

Is, that he will—oh, cruel !—be “dish’d” out 
Of all the plates I+ 


As with dad’s “Epsom,” doubtless, all folks would 
Have been delighted, 

For not “‘inditing a good matter” he 
Should be indicted! 


* In November 1831, sixteen months afterwards, on the wrapper 
of the illustrated reprint, from ‘The Gem,” of his little poetical 
tale of “ Eugene Aram,” and also in ** The Literary Gazette of 
that period, Mr. Hood again announced his “Epsom Races” as 
forthcoming ; but, strange as it may appear, although several other 
works haye lately been sent forth by that gentleman, we have not, 
as yet, heard anything more about his ‘Epsom Races.’ But 
(as Blackwood has it) 

“Tm-pugn I dare not him, 

For I'm of pun-y brood ; 
And he would pun-ish me 

With pun-gent bardy-Hood !” 


+ “It [Epsom Races’) will be accompanied, as usual, by va- 
rious appropriate designs, or, to speak in turf language, with 
several ‘rratEs for all ages. ’—Vidd the Announcement. 


uae er) 


> ‘ 
Bi al 
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But “the Ettrick Shepherd”—now, alas ! no more—* 
Speaks well of Pa: + 

I'd been to Hogg a bore if he had dared 
Pa’s fame to mar! 


About great Hood his “Hopeful” now will mention 
But one thing more :— 

"Tis plain his son’s not “push’d into the world 
Without an ower !” 


—Reader! [ shall, if thus I still drawl on, 
Tedious seem; 

T’ll spur, then, my Pe-gas-us, and go on 
As if by steam! 


But him to blame, you know, who does his best 
Ts very hard ; 

And I’m a poet that from rambling ne’er 
Could be de-barr'd! 


That these my rhymes on Epsom will be hail’d 
I fancy may; 

"Twill serve to make me more composed while I 
Compose wy lay! 


In it if you should find a skit or two, 
Ye people British, 
I trust you'll pardon it, for my Pegasus 
-Is rather skittish ! 


—In prose I'd wrote of Epsom,—for my Muse, 
All, sure, can beat her ; 

But then [ thought, however bad “twould be, 
Verse would be meeter! 


Tn verse they'll have it, whether ’twill please or not 
Each reading Sir; 

But, sure, most “dogs” will (like the old doctor’s lines) 
With me “ con-eur !” £ 


* He died on the 21st of November, 1835, in his 63rd year. 


+ ‘Hood, from whom I expected a continued volley of wit, is 
a modest, retiring character."—Hogg's Lay Sermons. 


t The famous old Dr. Sacheverell, in one of his speeches or ser- 
mons, made use of the following simile:—‘ They coxcun, like 
parallel lines, meeting in one common centre !’—Mirror. 
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EPSOM RACES, 6 


My “Epsom,” too, ‘twill show, plain as that folks 
Dine not ere luncheon— 

‘Though I perchance might give away some rum— 
T’'d not a pun shun! 


Punning eer seem'd to be, though at it but 
An awkward hand, 

“The sin that did most easily be-set me ”— 
I under-stand ! 


But are there any who'd such wit assail ? 
Oh, surely none ; 

For nothing—not a brutal husband even— 
Can eat a pun! 


Johnson, for what he said of punning, should 
Not have gone free : * 

Oh! with the Doctor I’ve no patience, though 
A “fool,” Isee! + 


Miss Landon, too, has made, by what she says, 
My ire rise high :— 

“Jesters are s/u-pid people ; 
The smaller “ fry!” ¥ 


* Dr. Johnson, it is well known, was decidedly averse to puns : 
he was one day censuring the practice, in company with a noted 
punster, and said it was the /owest species of wit. “ True,”’ re- 
plied the other, “and hence "tis the very foundation of wit.” The 
learned Doctor was much piqued at the answer. 


”—and she’s none of 


+ What would the great lexigographer have said at seeing him. 
self characterised as he so decently is in Mrs. Butler's (late M 
Fanny Kemble) recently - published ‘* Journal,”—vol. ii. p. 158. 
Mrs, B., strange as it may seem, applies to him the words ‘dense 
Fat old voor,” and adds, “what dry, and sapless, and dusty earth 
his soul must hare been made of !—Vide Quarterly Review, 107, 


“What an extraordinary mental delusion jesting is—that sort 
of Inboured vivacity which fancies it is pointed when it is only per- 
sonal; and more extraordinary still, itis always the resource of 
stupid people, ‘Take any shape but that! is what I always feel 
tempted to exclaim when dulness attempts a joke ; striving to per- 
Yert some poor innocent and ill-used word from its lawful meaning 
till it ceases to have any at all—worrying some unfortunate idea 
till, like the hunted hare, it is worried to death—dealing in witti- 
cisms whose edge has long since been worn off by constant use ; and 
truly, to the many, witticisms not only require to be explained, like 
riddles, but are also like new shoes, which people require to wear 
many times before they get accustomed to them,’ — Francesca 
Carrara, by L. B. L. 
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EPSOM RACES. U 


For this assertion you should do pen-ance, sure, 
Oh! wicked Landon,— 

And in a sheet ; for, though you're Land-on, you've 
No ground to stand on! 


But a good pun will ever to its maker’s 
Fame much redound ; 

Though there are those who'll tell us that the sense 
Is never sound ! 


—But hold,—as some may say in this verse I 
A freedom took, 

I'd better own that, when 'twas penn’d, there was 
An eye to Hook !* 


—People there are who can twist words and meanings 
(Tis said) “with ease ;” 

"Tis punsters, sure, who're meant, for this they do, 
And— “as they please!" + 


T'll pun, then, in my “Epsom,” and for once 
My fancy follow: 

Sure, what's done ‘neath the sanction of a Swift 
Each wight will “szallow !” £ 


In “Epsom” of my fancies but a sample 
On them I'll levy ; 

And I—though oft “by reving fancy /ed”— 
Will ne’er be heavy! 


* Mr. Theodore Hook, the celebrated author of “Sayings and 
Doings,"? &e., in “The Christmas Box’? for 1828, has some 
“Cautionary Verses to Youth of both Sexes’? against punning, 
one stanza of which runs thus:— 


“The fault admits of no defence, 
For wheresoe’er "tis found, 

You sacrifice the sound for sense— 
The sense is never sound !”” 


+ “Por there are those who can with ease 
Twist words and meanings as they please.” —Hudibras, 


ning isa talent which no man affects to despise, but he 
ithout it,’? says Swift, who, by-the-bye, good reader, is 
accused by Mr. Ferriar, in his “ Illustrations of Sterne,” of poach- 
ing deeply from u clever work, entitled ‘Bigarrures (Les) Touches 

‘eraignes Dijornoises du Sieur des Accords et les Contes de Gau- 
lard, Paris, 1603.” “The Art of Punning,” says Mr. F., was, 
in great part, extracted from this whimsical production,’ 
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Yes, mine’s a light Muse,—to say that she is not 
Would be to spite her ; 

So light indeed she is, that all must own 
No ship's a lighter ! 


Now I'll begin,—or young Hood, for digressions, 
They'll surely quiz him ; 

Besides, he may engender strife through too 
Much witti-cism ! 


But, though his digressions be like Wortley’s words,* 
(Words worse than Latin) 

Excuse him, pray—your Irish can’t help throwing 
A something Pat in! 


Whate’er you find, then, in his “Epsom,” him 
You'll not revile: 

He can but simple be, you'll guess, who is 
From the “Green” Isle! 


—But now I must begin, though hard ’tis as 
To keep from sin: 

For Byron—that great spirit—'twould have been 
Hard to be-cin! 


Oh, Time ! ‘tis e’en unknown when Epsom Races 
Did first begin ; 

Yes, ’twould be in vain to rum-mage for to trace 
Their ori-gin! + 


T’ye souglit to trace it, but little more know than 
I knew before: (named 
Would they'd gain’d higher fame, they’d then been 
In ancient lore! 


* Lady Emmeline Stuart Wortley, the distinguished authoress, 

Appears to have an inordinate affection for words of an all but inter- 

» minable length. Witness the following lines, from her ‘ London 
at Night, and other Poems,’? London, 1834:— 

‘ Unchanged—untransubstantialize 

‘The intercommunicativeness sublim 

(Through the INTERTRANSUBSTANTIALIZATION 


awaken,” 


+ “When these [Epsom] races first commenced, we have not 
been able with certainty to trace. Few writers, who mention the 
district, do more than simply state the fact, that horse races are an- 
nually held at Epsom. Whether they were at first periodical or 
occasional, we will not presume to determine, though the latter is, 
we think, the most probable.” —History of Epsom, 1825. 
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But know, my Muse, she is not antiquarian, 
(Old lore she hates ) 

So she—as might a fruiterer—exelaims 
“A fig for dates!" 


Tl give one supposition,—and, perhaps, 
Tis not the worst ;— 

"Tis thought their fame sprang forth about the reign 
Of James the First! * 


Howe'er, no matter whether they were known 
Sooner or later 5 

The fame of Epsom now would not become 
A nutmeg grater ! 


As Cory’s bibles, to what ’twill now, then Epsom 
Its lovers brought: + 

By people, sure, of every description 
It now is sought! 


* “Races, it is generally agreed, took their origin from, if they 
did not give birth to, the olympic games. The first information we 
have of their existence in this country is in the reign of Henry 11, 
At that time, and for many ages afterwards, the sport must have 
been merely a rude pastime, perhaps as destitute of the science of 
the present system, as of the vices, which are too generally engen- 
dered by it. © © — There can be no doubt, that Epso 
Downs (or as they are frequently, though erroneously written in 
old writings, Banstead Downs) early became the spot upon which 
the lovers of racing indulged their fancy. And, perhaps, the known 
partiality of King James 1, for this species of diversion, will justify 
Us in ascribing their commencement to the period when he resided 
at the palace of Nonsuch.”’—History of Epsom. 


+ One John Cory left forty shillings a-year to the senior alder- 
man of Fybridge Ward, Norwich, to buy as many bibles as the 
same would extend to, and to give them to cleven poor children, 
one in each parish, The Commissioners observe that in May, 1833, 
there were three ye arge due; and it was represented to 
them that although the receiver had taken pains to give this charity 

. publicity, yet it was extraordinary that there should not be suffi- 
cient applications annually to exhaust so small a sum.— What will 
the supporters of our Bible Societies think of this! Really, the 
habitants of the neighbourhood of Fybridge Ward must be almost 
as bad as those wicked readers of ‘ Hudibras,’’ alluded to in the 
following extract from that strange composition, Bisset’s ‘ Plain 
English,” a sermon, published in 1704, 8vo.:— To sum up our 
evidence; these gentlomen’s Churehship is uot to be found in the 
Book of Articles, of Canons, of Homilies, nor of Common Prayer, 
nor in any book that I know of, but (what I never could see, nor 
can say any thing to,) the Book of Sports. Yes, there's one book 
all over canonical, and with them the pillar and ground of truth ; 
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EPSOM RACES. 10 


Epsom! the changes since thou wert old Banstead 
Would thou could’st tell ; 

When winners, from thy course—as have some loyers— 
“* Bore off the dell!” * 


Perchance in those good “days of other years,” 
(For some mishap) 

E’en that which did the Sweepstakes hold was deem’d 
A Handy cap! 


With Epsom, then—as oft ’tis when he’d thought 
To be no “netter”— 

There’s ‘an improvement,” as great Ross would say, 
“For the better!” + 


Oh, sure, than Epsom now but few things e’er 
More famed have been: 

At race time all steering their course to it’s, 
Of course, are seen ! 


Yes, Epsom Races, far around, stand high 
Tn estimation ;— 

Are held so dear, they cause to business a 
Complete stag-nation ! 


Old, young, rich, poor,—half London go to Epsom, 
If ’tis expensive : 

Your cock-ney friend not there—you're of that, sure, 
Ne'er appre-hen-sive ! 


the author of it came to an ill end, but his end was according to his 
works ; (refribs Devil had never a more serviceable tool); and 
« 


that Tudibras 5’ one canto of whic their account, is worth 
all the cant of St. Paul's Epistles ; and L nown some, who were 
train’d up for champions, have got every line of ‘Hudibras” by 
heart Betirg they could say one chapter of the Bible, or had read it 
perhaps as far as Exodus. And no wonder if it were had in such 

_ high esteem; when a Defender of the Faith declared at the Coun- 
cil Table, it was the best book that ever was printed; and yet I 
think the Bible had then pass'd the press.” 


* “They [the race-courses) were then called bell courses, the 
e being asilver bell; the winner was said to bear or carry the 
ell.” —History of Epsom. 


+ Captain Sir John Ross, in his recently-published “Narrative,” 
(page 226) tells us that the men, by attending the schools, “im- 
proved with surprising rapidity,” and that ‘a decided inprove- 
ment for the better (!) was perceived in their moral and religious 
characters,” 
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EPSOM RACES. ll 


At race time, call such cockney friend to ask 
To ball or rout, 

You'd find, of course,—as you'd a miser’s fire— 
That he’s “gone out!” 


Oh! sure each son of mirth who's left at home 
With all is snarling ; 

And cries “I can’t”—as Agnew does !— get out,” 
Like Yorick’s sfar-ling ! 


To see the races, not only single ladies 
Appear inclined ; 

E’en married men haye found their wives just then 
Won't be con-fined ! 


—'Tis strange, famed Perceval, Agnew, and you all 
Who man would mend, 

To Epsom Races you ne’er aim’d—a-side— 
To put an end! 


To Epsom go—you who’d war with green-grocers, 
Butchers, and bakers ;— 

Why don’t you stop all wicked colt, as well 
As sabbath, breakers! 


Epsom, I should have thought, would have occurr’d 
To you “instanter ;” 

For, doubtless, sin there’s in a gallop—though 
You love a canter! 


On your attention, Sirs, there’s a suggestion 
I would enforce -— 

Endeavour to pursue, ere next year’s Races, 
Some better course! 


But if in schemes to injure Epsom any 
E’er had a hand in, 

’Tis plain, they flourish, with but little falling 
Off,—notwith-standing ! 


Oh! such attempts do, in my estimation, 
Rank next to crimes: 

We've lost too many of the pastimes of 
The good past times ! * 


* “We ought to take care,” observed Sergeant Best, now Lord 
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EPSOM RACES. 12 


But on the conduct of such wights Pll not 
Now turn commenter ; 

I'll pause while of attraction—like our nose— 
Epsom’s the centre ! 


Yes, the very centre Epsom yearly is ;— 
And how unfair 

Some use their horses then!—like Charity— 
They all things “dear!” 


Some cockneys then are “hackney’d,” if not in 
“The ways of men :” 

Their ridings—famed as Yorkshire’s—you'd ne’er wish 
To see again! 


And some to Epsom are seen driving steeds 
Not worth a straw,— 

Which—like the curtains Pope talks of—sure, were 
Ne'er meant to draw! 


Others in omnibuses—cabs—gigs—buggies, 
And some smart chaise in ; 

Going as brisk as is a horse, or lawyer, 
When fresh from Grazing ! * 


And some to go by coach, when they’re for Epsom, 
Will oft engage ; 

Preferring—players-like—to “strut their hour 
Upon the Stage!” 


But at the Elephant and Castle, see— 
What bustle there! 

All trying hard—though they’ve no wish to wed— 
To get “a fare!” 


Wynford, to preserve our national habits, manners, and customs, 
” From the union of these has arisen our national spirit, our love of 
independence, of justice, and of our countey—the true and only 
sources of all our greatness, and all our happiness. Wakes and 
their amusements are amongst the customs, and are the fruits of our 
liberty. He who would destroy them, would make a change in our 
manners and habits, the extent of which we cannot see, and for the 
consequences of which no good man would choose to answer.”” 


* Query,—Gray's Inn? —Printer’s Devil. 
ry 
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EPSOM RACES. 13 


When they're for Epsom Races, people e’er 
Appear so gay ; 

And go so fast, ’twould seem they wish’d to ‘ drive 
Dull care a-way !” 


To “meditate” (like Isaac) no wight, sure, 
For Epsom starts ; * 

Though some, while riding, the van-ity have to 
Wag-on in carts! 


Why they’re just then so full of wit, ’tis easy 
To be deseried : 

The time’s so near when all, of course, are merry— 
When Whit's-untide ! + 


Few when they're on the road for Epsom give us 
Much time to gaze: 

They like not—what is round a dandy’s waist— 
Id est, long stays! 


What! when going there to be as Moses was 
Of speech? no, no: f 

Then than their famed Port wine, or tea, we seem 
Less like the slow ! 


Upon the road, when we get near the Downs, 
Oh, what a show! 

And each, ’tis evident, ‘kicks up a dust”— 
While in a row! 


* ‘And Isaac went out fo meditate in the field at the even- 
tide.’ —Genesis, xxiv. 63, 


+_ ‘The Races (at Epsom] are now annually held on the Downs, 
adjoining the town, on the Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday im- 
mediately preceding Whitsuntide, except when Easter Monday hap- 
pens in March; in which case the Races are held a fortnight later 
than usual, in pursuance of certain regulations agreed upon for 
holding the principal Races in the kingdom." —History of Epsom. 


t ‘And Moses said unto the Lord, O my Lord, I am not elo- 
quent, neither heretofore nor since thou hast spoken unto thy ser- 
vant: but I am slow of speech, and of a slow tongue.”—Exodus, 
iv. 10. 
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EPSOM RACES. 14 


But, howe’er unpleasant all the dust may be, 
We meet it must : 

Divines, as well as Shakspeare,—all say we 
Must ‘‘come to dust!” * 


‘To count, too, the pedestrians then abroad 
Each wight would fail: 

‘The trains a-foot—a-head—long are as Dan 
O'Gull-'em’s “ tail!” 


‘Bold as a miller’s shirt” seem some who’re driving, 
‘That wish to shine : + 

Oh! they—as well as we poor tiresome rhymers— 
Should “keep the tive!” f 


Sometimes, too, we (alas! that Fate just then 
Should on us frown) 

An up-set have—before upon the course 
We are set down! 


Yes,—like the sky—we're overcast when we'd 
To Epsom go; 

And when we'd ie along, /o! we are on 
The high-way—low ! 


Howe’er, ’twould seem we then don’t heed so much 
How fortune runs ; 

Nor—like some parents—make great troubles of 
Our “Tittle ones!” 


* “The sceptre—learning—physic—must 
All follow this, und come to dust."—Shakspeare. 


+ “The Saxon Proverb says, ‘there is nothing bolder thana 
miller’s shirt, for every- morning it takes a thief by the throat,’ ”” 
—Facetia Bebellane. 


t “There are, likewise, a set of daring fellows always to be met 
with on the road, [to Epsom Races) more dangerous by far than 
the ‘Greens ;’—fond of ‘a lark! and who pride themselves on 
the game and speed of their Horse, and their skill in driving, who 
will ‘break the line* trusting to their skill in Coachmanship ‘to 
cut in,” and which frequently leads to very serious consequences ; 
but those persons who have any respect for their limby or vives, 
particularly on the Derby Day, in some parts of the road, we re- 
commend to keep steadily in the line of carriages.” —Pierce Egan. 
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EPSOM RACES, 15 


But hold—connected with famed Epsom Races, 
I know a Tale: 

Tl give the heads,—for to please ev'ry-body 
It cannot fail ! 


Yes, I’m sure to have their thanks for it, when they 
Have read it o'er; 

For such a Tale was, certes,—like a horse’s— 
Ne’er seen efore! 


Once, then, there dwelt not far from Bagshot Heath, 
In cottage mean, 

A maid that had, 'tis said, no common charms— 
One Mary Green! 


Sure, beautiful as Joacim’s Susanna 
Was lovely Mary ; 

Oh! she was so handsome that she was quite ex- 
tra-ordinary ! 


To be the flower of all the maids around 
Folks did declare her ; 

But if she’d not been fair, Pharaoh's fair wife, 
Sure, was not Pharaoh! 


A fairer fair than Mary Epsom Races 
Never did show ; [beauty 
Strange then’s the fact—though past her “teens,” this 
She'd not a beau! 


If she'd no brother kind as Pepys’ sister’s, 
Man’s not a clod ; * 

‘That none preferr’d a suitor’s suit, then, seems 
Even most odd! 


The cause, had she been plain, or had she squinted, 
Nought then had hid it ; 

But—as the ghost of Banquo cries—* thou can’st 
Not say eye did it!” 


* In Pepys’s celebrated “ Drary”’ is the following curious 
entry:— “Up, to walk up and down the garden with my father, 
to talk of all our concernments, about a husband for my sister, 
whereof there is at present no appearance ; but we must endeavour 
to find her one now, for she grows old and ugly.” 
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EPSOM RACES. 16 


But some to think the fault didn’t rest with Mary 
Inclined were rather,— 

For she’d on some oceasions wish her mother 
A little farther ! 


The grave old lady, would that fair Mary had 
From view oft miss'd her! 

For in some instances, ’tis known, @ mother 
Is not a-sister! 


Alas! how often are our joys made fewer 
By another! 

More check to Mary than all her grave fore-fathers 
Was her mother! 


To check the course of each swain’s love for Mary 
She seem’d inclined : 

Strange that we ever should see aught that’s cross 
In woman-kind! 


It was in vain :—to check loyve’s course oh! what 
Can mothers do: 

Mary resolved, as other girls beaux won, 
To have one,—too! 


But, howe’er she music liked, no lass from wedding 
You would deter: 

To all your Zands, she'd instantly a fine 
Hus-4and prefer ! 


Some people's daughters, they’re so plain, they ne’er 
Taste Hymen's blisses : 

Like guns, when foul, they won’t “ go off7’—oh! I 
Should hate such Misses ! 


But by the Scottish proverb parents, sure, 
Are much consoled : * 

To Hymen’s shrine each daughter—like a ball— 
May yet be beau led! 


But none could think that Mary would so fail, 
Save the insane, 

So pretty she was thought,—as did by some 
Seem pretty plain! 


* “Daughters and dead fish are nae keeping ware.” —Scottish 
Proverb, 
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EPSOM RACES. 17 


No,—the power of beauty was e’er felt by man, 
And ever will ; 

So long fair Mary could not—like Hunt's blacking— 
Be “matchless” still! 


Oh, her bright eyes!—who could behold and not 
Feel love arise ? 

For women charm, as every-lody knows, 
Much by their eyes ! * 


When them you meet, ye single men, for you 
IT have my fears ; 

For while the “dears” have such an eye, man must 
Have soft i-deas ! 


Oh, naughty sluts! to do as did old Noah 
They seem inclined ; 

That is, you know, “take every creature in”— 
While they're the “kind!” 


But, gentle ladies, I trust you'll not take this 
As an aspersion ; 

I'm not the asx who with ass-urance makes 
A false ags-ertion ! 


—Reader! for these digressions your indulgence 
I do implore ; 

im such a ram-bling “dog” I can’t for-bear, 
If dubb’d a dore! 


Now to my tale-—John Day to Mary Green 
He lived hard by; 

And by hard work he lived, as people near 
Could not de-ny! 


* If there needed any testimony to support the truth of such an 
unquestionable assertion as this, the following might form a part :— 
As the late beautiful Duchess of Devonshire was one day stepping 
out of her carriage, a dustman who was accidentally standing by, 
and was about to regale himself with his accustomed whiff of tobac- 
co, caught a glance of her countenance, and instantly exclaimed 
“Lord love you, my Lady, let me light my pipe in your eyes!” 
The Duchess was so delighted with the compliment, that she fre- 
quently afterwards eveecadl the strain of adulation, which w: 
constantly offered to her charms, by saying, ‘Oh! after the dust- 
man’s compliment, all others are insipid.” 
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Though little wine he drank, John he was port-ly, 
Robust, and strong ; 

But was too short for to the Grenadiers 
Ever to be-long ! 


Each morn, ere Phoebus gilded bright the east, 
His calls began: 

’Tis strange, but John—though never wedded—was 
A husband-man | 


Ah! few the fate of poor John Day to pity 
Were ever led, 

Though he'd to heed and toil each week till night 
For “ Day-ly bread!” 


At length, "twas evident John grew quite tired 
OF single life,— 

And—though he meant to rob no husband—thought 
He'd “take a wife!” 


Yes, John resolved he'd not about a wife 
Much longer dally ; 

And often he would have with Polly Green 
A little Sally! 


As Mad. de Staél was of the month of May, 
Some were afraid 

He coveted—in spite of the commandment— 
His “neighbour's” maid! 


But John was pious,—by his height and her’s 
He could but love, 

’Twas plain to see that he'd “set his affections 
On things above !” * 


Where Mary dwelt, when he had time, John was 
Now mostly there, 

And seem’d to be—e’en when too soon—“a Day 
After the fair!” 


Yes, so plain it is, e’en when men of it ne’er 
Have to repent, 
We want no ghost to prove that wooers time 
Too oft’s Miss-spent ! 
* “Mrs, Adams answered Mr. Adams, that it was blasphemous 


to talk of Scripture out of church.”—Vidé Joseph Andrews. So 
you see what a wicked wretch the author of ‘Epsom Races’ is! 
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EPSOM RACES. 19 


Alas! that lovers should so often have 
Such cares to soothe : 

Would that the course of true love ever was— 
Like Epsom’s—smooth ! 


Oh, cruel sluts! why do you so your lovers 
Delight to tease ¢ 

Sure, not because their hearts you'd fill with sorrow— 
Whene’er you please ! 


Hearts, sure, you have, my fair ones, if not souls— 
As some declare ; * 

And nought’s so unseemly as foul treatment when 
’Tis from the fair ! 


But, though sore’s the ill whene’er a maid’s still deaf 
‘To her deplorer, 

I'd ask each lover if a towering eagle 
Is not a soarer! 


Strange that a lover’s sighs a fair maid e’er 
Should but be mocking; 

As when our parsons take their tithe of corn, 
Oh! it is shock-ing ! + 


—Though not through Judith, a Hollow furnace did 
John’s breast remain : 

And ah! the loyer’s pang, it is the very 
Ac-mé of pain! 


“Lovers discourse is useless’’—an old author 
Doth so declare ;— ¢ 

"Tis true,—to Mary's heart e’en John’s court was 
No thoroughfare! 


* “Tam confirmed in my belief, 
No womau hath a soul ; 
They but delude—that is the chief 
To which their fancies roll.’—Owen Feltham. 


4 Shock—a pile of sheaves of corn.—Dr. Johnson. 


“We are forbidden to look upon the face of a woman, yet un- 
der pretence of a naughty custom, we will have it lawful for us to 
win their affections, and to contract friendship with them, which 
beginning by irregular inclinations, are entertained by USELESS 
discourse.”—Senault's Use of Passions, 1671. 
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EPSOM RACES. 20 


Alas! how oft in this strange world of our’s 
We miss our aim ! 

Twas thus with John,—he was no “Swing,” so did 
Not “raise a flame!” 


Although he “took sweet council,” (yes, “ to-get-her,”) 
John’s fair display’d 

Much coldness still,—and he about the Miss 
Seem’d quite dis-May'd! 


When he now met her, than she to him no fish 
E’er was much muter ; 

Tn fact, ’twas evident he did not please her— 
For a suitor! 


Had John made shoes, the crime had then seem’d less, 
His hopes to blast ; 

For love, the Roman says, doth e’er turn to 
Hate—at the /ast! * 


True, he had faults,—one was that he was too 
Much of a sot; 

And Mary knew all bliss with such com-pan-ions 
Ever goes “to pot!” 


That John had such a fault as much to tipple 
All did deplore : 

Sometimes he’d drink till like a hog ,—and then 
Go off—a bore ! 


Oft, when in love, he’d fall, with legs entangled, 
Ere on stair landing,— 

Although love is, they say, a clearer of 
The under-standing! + 


Sometimes when he return’d at night, to bed 
He needed handing : 

Then, at him, some were upon the stare—ere he 
Had reach’d the danding ! 


* “Curiously I haue kept you al the whyle ye delytes ouer- 
pressed my youthe: yet I could neuer see in any woman no certin- 
tie, no reason in loue, but hate at the Last.”—Golden Boke of 
Marcus Aurelius, black-letter, 1534. 


+ “I confesse of trouth, that I hadde neuer myne understand- 
yng so clere, as whan Cupide fanned wynde on me with his 
wynges.”"—Ibid. 
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EPSOM RACES, 21 


But then it was to cure his ails that made 
John thus drink deer ; 

He’d not so oft been found at the “White Hart” 
But for his “dear!” 


Oh! what could make his Poll so cold whene’er 
He went to court her? 

’Twas plain—should he by drinking spend his all— 
John could sup porter! 


But, though no “ Fancy Fair,” a fair of fancy 
She seem’d to all ; 

And some, so strange they were, did call her whims 
Too whims-i-cal! 


Ob! hard’s the task, when they objections urge, 
To still a belle; 

A word for John avail’d not—Mary was 
No silly belle! 


Who knows? perhaps, with Dfrs. Malaprop 
The slut thought then,*+— 

For women know full well how things to man-age 
With loving men! 


Yes, they’re as subtle as 
But men should take 

My sage advice ;—to be, whene’er they’re with 
A fair,—a-wake ! 


(Vl not say what) ; 


Strange though it seems, how seldom ’tis that love 
The breast becalms ! 

But John’s fears now—like those when we are bled— 
Seem’d vain alarms ! 


Mary, at length, poor John seem’d more to favour, 
As oft the case is ; 

And the fair fair with him agreed to go 
To Epsom Races! 


Yes, altogether, howe’er it was, she now 
Seem’d ‘giving way,”— 

And people thought, ere long—like every dog— 
She’d “have her Day !” 


* Mrs. Malaprop, in the Play, in giving advice to her niece 
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EPSOM RACES. 22 


John’s friends, who'd grieved to think that such pure 
Should e’er be blighted, (ita 

Now hoped that Mary, on some monn, to Day 
Would be u-nite-d! 


For, as is known, full oft whenever youths 
In love have “ fell,” 

They'll, Jaughing, go to Church, though like a erier— 
To ring a belle! 


How pleased was John!—he had forgotten now 
All former crosses 

Thought he, “At Epsom, I shall see with Mare-y 
The racing horses !” 


The day arriyed,—and with poor John his master 
That morn had sport: 

Shame! into the country John was sent—when he’d 
Have gone to court! 


That morn, to her mother, too, who'd scales in hand, 
John’s maid did say :— 

“Quick, pray, or he'll”—(like Coleridge’s ‘ Spring’) 
“Come up this weicu !” * 


’Twas Jobn she meant,—and at her house at last 
Arrive did he ; 

To please—so polish'd up, that now for frowns 
There'd be no plea! 


And Mary; too, in dressing had employ’d 
Some little art ; 

But then none e’er of her dress could com-plain,— 
She e’er went smart! 


Tn silk, when they're for Epsom Races, some 
Themselves adorn ; 

Mary, she’d dress’d herself in muslin, and 
Look’d not for-/orn! 


as to the conduct she should pursue to her would-be suitor, says :— 
“Tt is always best, my dear, to begin with a little aversion.’* 


* ‘And the Spring comes slowly up this wax.” So Mr, 
Coleridge has it in his ‘Christabel,’ one of his most popular pro- 
ductions, Which way? We were not aware that there was any par- 
ticular route assigned to the seasons! Oue might as well talk of 
Summer coming down the Strand, or Winter taking a stroll along 
Piccadilly ! 
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EPSOM RACES. 23 


Sure, too tight-laced most girls appear when they 
Are in their best ; 

And Mary now seem’d “lock’d up in a Low”— 
Spite of her chest! * 


Why she that morn while lacing did waste time, 
Sure, all must know: 

Of course, “the mould of form”—on Epsom’s turf— 
She wish’d to show! 


In Shakspeare’s language some think of their clothes; 
Though yet untorn, 

They “cannot but remember such things wear?— 
That then are worn! ¥ 


At Epsom Races, some so strangely drest 
_ Do meet our eyes, 
We cannot—though 'tis not November’s 5th— 
But mark the Guise ! 


To go to Epsom not well drest, we should 
Be acting vilish ; 

Then, sure, if ever—like most country paths— 
We all are stylish! 


The pair, they now were off—fair Mary and 
Her sprightly lad ;— [riage 
Strange they should walk—when such “a genteel car- 
Tall Mary had ! 


» 


But, as did Mary, to walk John did prefer, 
Though it seem'd droll : 

“Tf lost's my heart,” thought he, “my body's safe— 
“Upon my sole!” 


__ * Lady Mary Wortley Montague says :— ‘One of the highest 
entertainments in Turkey is haying you to their baths. When I was 
introduced to one, the lady of the house came to undress me; ano- 
ther high compliment they pay to strangers. After she had slipped 
off my gown, and saw my stays, she was very much struck at the 
sight of them, and cried out to the other ladies in the bath : ‘Come 
hither, and see how cruelly the poor English ladies are used by 
their husbands ;—you need boast, indeed, of the superior liberties 
allowed you, when they lock you thus up in a bor!” 


+ “TI cannot but remember such things were, 
And were most pleasant to me.”’—Shakspeare. 
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EPSOM RACES. 24 


Each, ere they started, of some bread and cheese 
Had been a cutter ; 

And Jobn then Mary told again he wouldn’t 
Have any but her! 


They now were far from home, and Mary still 
Look’d pretty pleased ; 

In fact, John’s maid—though him she’d so re-pulsed— 
Seem’d quite ap-peased ! 


But all the girls look’d pleased—e’en those alone,— 
For you must know, 

Races and Archery Fétes are where girls hope 
To get a beau! 


For this assertion, dears, oh! don’t me call, 
(While I’m abhorr’d) 

A narrow-minded wretch,—when “ the schoolmaster,” 
Sure, “is a-broard!” 


As on the road walk’d John and Mary, some 
From their sight fled ; 

And many—though, like them, they were a-foot— 
Did get a-head! 


Now John to stop and rest herself, his Mary, 
He’d oft besought her; 

She did at last,—folks still were pouring forth 
From every quarter! 


All sorts of vehicles upon the road 
Were to be seen; 

Some fill’d with personages so fat, the weight 
Quite made them /ean! 


Just as the pair of their rude seat were going 
To be forsakers, 

Mary approaching saw two friends—who then, 
Sure, were not quakers ! 


"Twas Joe King and his dame, who on the road 
Some time had been : 

Though the old girl last night had eut her corn, 
The crops were green! 
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EPSOM RACES. 25 


To go to Epsom, where so oft they’d been, 
How could they fail,— 

F'en if corn-cutting—to ease us up @ hill— 
Did not a-vail! 


Some awkward stiles dame King had had to climb, 
Which took awhile,— 

Though we, says Aristotle, to the subject 
Should suit the style! 


Dame King, with Joe, she was so cross, because 
Denied some whim,— [fail 

That, though an “enduring substance,” Joe’d now 
Her praise to hymn! 


Some women’s conduct must with single men 
Create alarms ; 

They see with them there’s no more peace than when 
Brats are “in arms!” 


But, sure, ‘tis false—false as an old maid's hair, 
And only spite : 

“Maids of the ‘Mill,’” they say, when they’ve a ring, 
Sometimes will fight! 


If all wives were like Burke’s, batchelors soon 
Their state would alter ; * 

But ah! arise oft evils from the bridal 
Worse than the halter ! 


Sure, as Browne thought, ’twould have been best if men 
(‘They'd had less care) 

Their stock had kept up like an apple-tree— 
Than like a pair! + 


* The wife of the great Burke appears to have been one of the 
most amiable of women, Such a comfort was she to her husband, 
that that distinguished character was heard to declare, that he for- 
got all his cares, and they were many, the moment he entered be- 
neath his own roof.—Vide Prior's Life of Burke. 


+ The famous Sir Thomas Browne, of Norwich, who flourished 
about the middle of the seventeenth century, in his “Religio Me- 
dici,”” laments pathetically, that we cannot perpetuate the world 
like Trees! Truly he was a great man.—Vidé Religio Medici, 
part ii—sect. 8. 
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EPSOM RACES. 26 


Oh! there's a truism that never ought 
To be forgot -— 

If e’er a husband is a good, a wife— 
A lags! is not! 


Ah! ’tis too true, as many a husband knows, 
What I've been stating: 

Strange that those whom we sfyle “the fair” should be 
So arro-gate-ing ! 


—Dame King, while resting, made remarks on those 
She chane’d to know ; 

And oft some girl that pass’d, she’d slyly “twig,” 
Was with her dean! 


Why do youths then, like Hogg, prefer the lasses, * 
And seem contrivers #— 

I'll dive into the subject for the reasons— 
For there are divers ! 


Perhaps it is because at Epsom Races 
‘They'd have more sport ; 

For there—besides “the Fives”—oft’s seen a very 
Strange sort of Court! 


Joe King, though rather faz, he now was thin-King 
Again of walking ; 

And, with the rest who'd rested, soon, though short, 
Proceeded—tal-King ! 


But John and Mary to get on the Downs 
Were so inclined, 

That the old pair—and many a peasant—soon 
Were left be-hind! 

Some jolly “tars” were ’mong those in the rear, 
Who, being dry, 

The well-known “Compasses,” though pleased to see, |» 
Would not “ go by!” 


* Everybody has heard of “The Miller Correspondence,” a 
selection from which was published in Fraser’s Magazine, for No- 
vember, 1833, Among the numerous FLOWERY epistles received by 
“Mincer,” the following, dated “ Altrive, Yarrow, January 3,° 
1832,”” was from the Ettrick Shepherd :-— Sir,—The Philip Muir 
that has written about my giving bim a character must be an im- 
postor. I never kept a footman, nor never will. If J could afford 
Sifty servants, they should ail be lasses.” 
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For Epsom Races they'd been walking on, 
With nimble feet ; 

They wish’d, of course, to see the jockey-ship, 
And all the fleet ! 


—Onur pair soon saw,—as they walk'd fast, and had 
Ne’er stopt to lag— 

The Downs were near,—for the brisk wind would let 
No “colour” flag! 


Upon the road, now they were near the Downs, 
Oh! what a throng ; 

And much inclined seem’d all a-broad a-round 
To go a-long ! 


They reach’d the spot—and there they found, of course, 
Things quite alive all; 

But now poor John was there, it seem’d, alas! 
‘To him a-rival! 


How grand’s the sight at Epsom!—there together 
We all the gay see : come”? — 
Like Hogg’s good Tales, sure, it must e’er be “wel- 
We know tis “race-y !” * 


To go to Epsom Races, there are thousands 
Who've never failéd ; 

Then, their return, ’tis plain—like hungry beasts— 
It must be hai-led! 


Even our great monarch, in the joys of Epsom, 
He often shares ; 

And heeds the state of races—as well as 
The state af-fairs ! 


But, when there, I fear, he does not do his duty— 
It is so great ; 

For, you'll remember, a good ruler should 
Make all things straight! 


At Epsom, in his carriage, he alone 
But seldom sits : 

We oft—though he remains in perfect health— 
Behold his Fitz! 


* “Hoaa’s TaLss—racy and welcome.—Lord Byron, 
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At Epsom, too,—so much with British taste 
Such sports accord,— 

’Twill oft ap-pear that we could count, though earl-y, 
Many a lord! 


For drawing such a company, we Epsom 
Ought much to thank : . 

We there good people—if not soldiers—meet 
Of every rank! 


’Tis plain, horse-racing every man’s attention 
Much engrosses : 

So much the race of men delight to see 
The race of horses! 


When on the Downs,—as politics of late 
Seem to Sir Bobby,— * 

With many, for the day, some fay’rite horse 
Becomes their “hobby !” 


But, of all parts, if they’ve not in their pockets 
A wish to “smart,” 

Tt would be Jest if they’d not choose—like Mary— 
“The better part !” 


For though, perhaps, sometimes there may appear 
A chance to win, 

Again—as Sara was to Pharoah’s house— 
They're “taken in!” 


Sure, on the Downs, “the knowing ones” oft make 
(Craft so surpasses) 

A right ‘good book ”—as much as through the horses, 
‘Through the “asses!” 


Most of the wights you meet with when at Epsom, 
All would declare, 

When betting on their horse, seem wiser than 
The Norwich Mayor! + 


* As some to learn who's meant a wish may feel, 
Know, ’tis the tories’ own sweet candid Peel! 


+ In the reign of Charles the First, a Mayor of Norwich actu- 
ally sent a fellow to prison, for saying that the Prince of Wales 
was born without a suet! 
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EPSOM RACES. 29 


For, when all’s o’er, ‘twould seem that they've been 
From the beginning ; [lucky, 

But some betters, sure, are like a pretty lass— 
They're always winning! 


Besides, when betting, you never can know how 
You should proceed ; 

For much too oft, ’tis fear’d,—like grass to cattle— 
Jockies are feed! 


Yes, our faith, alas! that they’re not guilty oft 
Of such foul deeds,— 

Sure, ’twould be less, were it all summon’d, than 
The mustard seed's ! 


A caution I’ve to give—for dangers great 
Such wight awaits -— 

When you're, at Epsom, “in your cups”—ne’er bet 
About the plates ! 


—Our happy pair, they now upon the Downs 
Sometime had been ; 

But Mary friends had met who grieved to see her 
With such “a green!” 


She thought, perhaps, “’twas madness to defer” — 
For, husbands, they 

Not always are at hand,—and so she would 
“Be wise fo Day!” * 


Coquetish ways, ’twas well for Mary she 
So soon left off its ; 

For now she might—as did the Blessed Spirit— 
“Speak by the Profits!” 


Til not here stop to preach, but merely throw 
Out a suggestion :— 

Maids! whether Mary’s plan would always answer, 
Know, ’tis a question! 


—Much, besides racing, when at Epsom our 
Attention seizes ; 

Though all, as a matter of course, ’tis plain, 
The racing pleases! 


* “Be wise to-day—'tis madness to defer.’’— Young. 
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Mary and John, still pleased, were now surveying 
An object grand ; 

For ’gainst the course—as some did ’gainst Reform— 
They've made a Stand! 


Move oft will some when on the Stand,—'tis when 
By friends they're greeted ; 

But soon again—as is a bill when paid— 
They are re-seated ! 


—The people, now they anxiously were waiting 
To see a heat,— 

As it was time for all the high-bred horses 
To go to meet! 


And on the Downs, as 'twas the Derby Day, 
And fine the weather, 

Oh! what a multitude—as oft by Martin— 
Was drawn together! * 


But such the weather since the Spring, it ne’er 
Had made us glummer ; 

For no arithmetician ever saw 
A finer Summer ! 


And all, when they’re at Epsom, seem as if 
They wish'd to shine ;— 

But the scene oh! may you see—although, of course, 
You'll guess ’tis fine ! 


That they, like Hamlet, speak may by the card, 
How few have miss’d 

To get of the horses—not the tailors,’ but— 
The Stewards’ List! 


The jockies with their horses now were doing 
What’s always done ; 

For wind, they gave them—what our Bankers dread— 
Id est,—“a run!” 


Those wights who had themselves been resting, each 
Now left his seat ; 

Lest he—though hot enough he was already— 
Should miss the heat! 


* Vide several of the Pictures by that extraordinary genius, 
John Martin, 


, etre ve Win wre g seat y 


] seteoles tories (iG come 


anittnw) Ha EAB aye es oe aijoay ot 
tian wre milf di oh wl ih 


5 "Wamp ur of 


at tad ore. sais hah 
why aon 


lund ws ii Tere yt Uh 
‘dort Deel Wei & 
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Though perhaps they’re bribed, and have their master’s 
Of winning sold, [chance 
The jockies, to inquirers—like a ball— 
They're often bold! 


And at their self-importance, oh! so vex’d 
I often am; 

For when you'd learn their horse’s sire, they'll give 
You but the @ nt 


Each horse most cockneys view before, for starting, 
Jockies are seated ; 

And learn that horses—as smuggled goods, when found, 
Are all four-feeted ! 


Oh! if famed Perceval had had his wish, 
To have surpass’d, 

What speed a horse must then have had, for he’d 
Have made all fast! 


—The betters now were active, and to offers 
Some gave the “done ;” 

And hoped—as clocks already—their bet would 
Be after won! * 


Though great men all, and those who, when they’ve lost, 
Ne’er long are debtors, 

E’en Gully—Crockford—Tattersall,—oft see 
That they've their detters ! 


Yes, to the time, whenever they’ve been loosers, 
So true they are, 

That "twould be well if all who'd emigrated 
Such settlers were! 


—The murmurs ceased among the comp'ny now, 
Though rather late: 

A measure they had taken had made all 
The number—wait! 


Oh! now the jockies did their horses mount, 
With caution steady ; 

And for starting, each wight saw, they al-ready 
Appear'd all ready! 


* One o'clock is the time the racing commences at Epsom, 
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The horses, (so close now stood the whole) they, when 
About to start, 

Did scaree—unlike two garments of Sir Charles’s— 
Appear a-part! * 


Now, all who were around drew near the course, 
And were in glee: 

They of the heat—like duellists—wish’d the 
Up-shot to see! 


The horses started! and some most beautifully 
Each other pass’d ;— 

Now they were off, oh! them, all eyes were on— 
They went so fast ! 


The foremost two, while running, their positions 
Did often change ; 

But one—at length—so sprang before, that it 
Seem’d “passing strange !”” 


Such power he had, he'd still the lead, and ne’er 
Again was pass’d ; 

And—though sometimes he’d been behind before— 
Was first—at last! 


If wights their praise did not upon the first 
Four horses potir most, £ 

Yet, still—although they liked the one that beat— 
They liked the fore-most! 


The second horse, ’twas said, when near a bank, 
Received a check ; 

So ’twas not strange he didn’t get a-head— 
E’en by a neck! 


Of course, the others the heat that they had run, 
Had fail’d to gain: 

Yes, they while striving, it appear’d, had strain’d 
Each nerve in vain! 


Some hoped the winning horse would win again, 
Or there’d be breaks : 

They'd be unable to “hedge out,” if he 
Got not the stakes ! 


* Sir Charles W-th-r-ll, of Bristol notoriety,—vide his dress, 
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Most of the company still kept their places, 
For what ’twas plai 

The horses soon, all knew—without a prophet— 
Would run a-gain! 


The next a “dead” heat proved—so near together 
Two did arrive: 

’Twas well,—“dead” heats the company e’er makes 
Much more alive! 


As oft they will—but then it was a warmly 
Contested heat,— 

Some flogg’d their horses till quite plain it was 
That they were “deat!” * 


—A heavy shower now came,—and then a shelter 
All were for gaining ; 

And soon, among the topics there, the wet 
Appear'd the reigning ! 


As long it held, and few had thought of their 
Umbrellas bringing, 

Soon—although it seem’d no fit time to rejoice— 
Some Jelles were wringing ! 


The dandies’ “pumps,” they kept not out the wet, 
Not e’en by tipping ; 

And “maids of Grease,” who'd not that day to cook, 
Oh! they were dripping ! 


Beneath their shelter, some had been so crowded 
While they had waited, 

‘That—though in Surrey—they had soon almost 
Been Suffolk-ated ! 


At last, it clear’d—and till each race was o'er 
It still was fine ; 

And gloriously again—as fain would Hood’s— 
The sun did shine ! 


* Or ‘beaten,’ if you insist on having it grammatical, gentle 
reader; but, as Byron says— 
“The rhyme obliges me to this—sometimes, 
Monarchs are less imperative than rhymes.”” 
1 am situated as was the author of the following Scottish epitaph,— 
“Here lies John Campbell, more’s the pity, 
Who met with his death in Campbell city. 
“«N.B. It should have been Campbell rows, but it wadna rhyme,” 
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When o’er’s the racing, better order they 
Ought to enforce : 

At Epsom, oft there are “hair-breadth escapes ”— 
Upon the course! 


Some came so late, "twas well that more amusements 
Did now begin; 

For they did so come out, the horses they'd 
Not seen ‘come in!” 


Players, they now were working hard—folks telling 
‘To be in time; 

And many went with breathless haste to see 
The Pant-omime ! 


Most actors—even those who seldom make 
Play-goers seoff— 

Should not be on the Stage, ’tis plain, for they’d 
Be “better off!” 


Yes, been by Fate misplaced in life, ’twould seem, 
All players have : 

They act, you know, a merry part—though destined, 
Sure, for the grave! 


Oh! though so various the shows that have 
At Epsom been, 

That best of shows—a show of gratitude,— 
How seldom seen! 


At Epsom when we meet, the Crown and Anchor 
Is always there ; 

And at it all—when they have seen the race— 
May see the fare! 


Sure, too little your attention, you who've racers, 
Epsom engages ; 

For—at this famed booth, at any rate—there are 
“Plates for all ages !” 


And oft, as I’ve of late at Epsom sat, 
The thought’s been mine,— 

‘That the consumption there proved all were not 
In a decline! 
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Oh! so plain it seems, that ne’er about it can 
There be a squabbling ; 

For—if you fear no ghost—'twould you afiright 
To see their gobbling ! 


Such are the attractions at this booth, when there 
Quickly time passes ; 

And oft too there, ’twould seem, though not with sand, 
We fill our glasses ! 


As they, like Solomon, have “a good spirit” 
For those who'll stop, 

All, if they wish—as well as hanging rogues— 
May have “a drop!” 


There few soft water like,—to drinking “hard” 
Many incline ; 

And ale and liquor pleases them so well, 
They seldom whine! 


And there they've music, which is heard almost 
Without cessations : 

Besides, there’s oft—though not quite like St. John’s— 
Such Revel-ations ! 


There some the lasses (but ’tis quite plain it ne’er 
Does much displease) 

Appear—while sipping of the coffee’s juice— 
Inclined to tease! 


And at the splendid Crown and Anchor, too, 
Quite free to all,— 

As often when we have a notsome brat, 
There is a dall! 


And now on the “fantastic toe” to tip it 
Some were beginning ; 

And soon, perchance,—like racers—they would by 
A neck be winning! 


Some, at the Races, for a gallop-dde 
Inclined they feel : 

The drunken soldiers love not a qua-drille, 
Nor yet a reel! 
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EPSOM RACES. 36 


As “ Till St. James’s"—the old saying tells us— 
“Ts past and gone, 

“There may be ‘hops,’”—oh! why at Epsom Races 
Should there be none! * 


Well-fill’d are all the booths, and e’er with wights 
In merry mood : 

In some, the company—fox-like—they will taste 
The nice “home drew'd !” 


At Epsom, oft some old familiar friends 
Have jovial met ; 

And seem so dry, they drink till it is light 
Their “heavy wet !” 


With some, the ready money system there 
Seems quite a bore ; 

For elsewhere they have many a dozen times 
“Run up a score!” 


Whene’er they rise to part,—mind, ’tis the truth, 
And not a “thumper,”— 

F’en if just then each but half fills his glass, 
Some have a bumper ! 


At Epsom, some pro-Duce their own refreshments— 
Those who'd not revel ; 

‘The tavern-keepers wish this pie-Nic system 
Quite to the Devil! 


There, too, the sharp “ blades,” looking for the “blunt,” 
Are ever seen: 

Those “blacks” who're always watching for to dupe 
A wight that’s “green!” 


When at the “Hells” we are induced to play, 
We see a class 

Who much disposed—though Catholics they are not— 
Seem to a-mass! 


’Tis plain, as table-keepers oft win to 
A great amount,— 

If they their system cannot laud, they'll turn 
It to a-count! 


* Till St. James's is past and gone, 
There may be nors or there may be none.”” 
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Yes, at these booths the losses, it is said, 
Are so extensive,— 

That with the visiters there’s oft foul play— 
I'm appre-hen-sive ! 


Alas! through gambling many a “swell” we've known 
Have such a fall, 

That soon his dress—like the great auctioneer— 
Was Tatters-all! 


As gamblers (parson-like, to get a living) 
Swindle will they, 

*Tis plain,—though anything but pious people— 
They often prey! 


—To Epsom, too, come hundreds of another 
Strange sort of “blacks ;” 

And often on us—like our legislators— 
They'll make a-tacks! 


Pope should have known, to have their pockets pick’d 
People are loath : 

When there’s a “‘ fellow feeling” there it makes 
Us wondrous—wroth ! * 


Mind,—when an artist has his pocket pick’d, 
Whate’er the lures, 

Withhold your sympathy,—for it is plain 
He has—pict-ures ! 


As some to know the system with pickpockets 
Inclined may feel, 

Like Concerts—'tis a composition of 
Handle and Steal! 


Whene’er they are detected, and there’s an 
Attempt to gaol ’em,— 

Such scoundrels they—oh! where is he who'd be 
The “ass” to Bail-em! 


—Many there are, too, at famed Epsom Races, 
Who do not fail 


To hoist their canvass—seaman-like—that they 
May have a sale! 


* “A fellow feeling makes us wondrous kind.”"—Pore, 
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And for their plan there never, sure, could be 
A lack of pleaders ; 

For all of us, ’tis known,—as well as bakers— 
Of bread are needers ! 


When—beast-like—at their stall, some have of speech 
Quite a redundance ; 

And there we see—as well as in the crowd— 
“Cakes” in a-bun-dance ! 


—At Epsom, some (for lateness when will such 
Loose their renown ?) 

Do not come up the course until the sun 
Is going down! 


And there’s a question which on my mind itself 
So often forces ;— 

When Epsom’s is so smooth, why some pursue 
Irreg'lar courses ! 


Oh! of all the vice known there, how great would be 
The catalogue : 

So many seem as if they were—like jews— 
For Sin agog! 


When on the Downs (and please it does the class 
They call the humbler,) 

We oft—as well as the nice glass of punch— 
Behold the tumbler! 


Some minstrels should for many a tune a-tone, 
But we're not rash: 

They all at Epsom, if they can, may change 
Their notes for cash! 


From Epsom Races, grand-dad children’s children 
Some trifle brings ; 

But often he, as “fairings,” gives grand-children 
Most paltry things ! 


I fear that grand-dads oft don’t think with Sadler, 
But that more pleasant 

*Pwould be, were there no brats to ery for gifts— 
Just for the present ! 
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There should, as Harriet says, (wedding would be 
A safer “spee”) 

On population—as at Banks—be a 
“Preventive check !” * 


—Stay not too late at Epsom, but avoid 
Each knavish plot : 

The evils are a-parent,—and ’tis well 
If you are not! 


Besides, ’tis dangerous to be on the road, 
When it is dark ; 

For as from Epsom they return, each “ goose” 
Must have a “lark!” 


Kennington Gate the place is then for “rows ;” 
Some are so bold, 

That they'll endeavour to avoid the toll— 
So I’ve been told! 


But most toll-takers wights are that are not 
Soon made to blush ; 

And those seen there, you'd find, care not a straw 
About the rush! 


—I'll now conclude ; ne guid nimis they'll cry, 
And have a right: 

So follow puns, the offence has long become 
Serious—quite ! 


“Rather than all things wit, let none be there”— 
(Pope so doth book it,) 

But mine—to save me from “a sea of troubles”— 
I trust they'll drook it! 


If oft deceived, never quite outwitted 
Would be Hood’s son : 

He'd not behind his dad appear a whit— 
When at a pun! 


* Miss Harriet Martineau, the celebrated author of ‘ Illustrations 
of Political Economy,” ax everybody knows, is pro-Malthusian, She 
thinks, as Moore has it in his Love Song,” addressed to her— 

“The march, just now, of population 
So much outstrips all moderation, 
That e’en prolific herring-shoals 
Keep pace not with our erring souls.’” 
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EPSOM RACES. 40 


Though “Cooper of Foggo” he, perhaps—(the Scotch 
This term is from*) 

All tipplers, he’s no doubt, but they will still 
Prefer “ Old Tom!” 


But he as Mr. Haslewood’s stern critic, 
Sure, is as wise; + 

This book, perhaps, will prove that truth when it 
Before you lies ! 


If he ne’er rhymes amiss, still he’s no poet— 
See Swift's assertion,— 

For none are such who scribble verse but for 
Their own diversion! f 


To say “het schort hem inde bol” of me, 
Sure, they’d defame ; 

For as a bard I am so celebrated, 
T have a-n aim! § 


* “Cooper of Foggo"—that is, his father's better. 


+ When the late Joseph Haslewood, Esq. the great book-collector, 
and a distinguished member of the Roxburghe Club, published one 
of his reprints, it was roviewed somewhere or other with severity. 
Mr. H. found out who was the writer of it, and sent him this “an. 
nibilator? :-— 

TO MR. 

You have xo judgment, and ress wit, 
And learning Liss THAN BoTH—indeed its fit, 
If you yourself will please to write a book, 
Vil band it to my culinary cook - 
It will do well to bake her pies on ; 
Poison ‘twill be, and not a wi 
And thus I answer your long criticism, 

I'm too good-natured) by a witticism, 

nme your darts can have no force, 
Being armed like a rhinocerous. 
If by you I’m not understood, 
I am your most obedient J. Hastewoon. 


The above is copied from Mr. Haslewood’s own hand-writing, He 
was not likely, it would seem, to have made an antagonist, like 
Lycambis of old, go hang himself! 


t “1 do not call him a poct that writes for his own diversion, any 
more than that gentleman a fiddler who amuses himself with a 
violin.”’—Swirr, 


§ “Het schort hem inde bol” isa Dutch Proverb, signifying— 
He is wroug in the head. 
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EPSOM RACES. 41 


To say my dad has fame is right, for ne'er has 
It subsided ; 


But now ’twill, sure, be added that “the honours 
Are divided!" 


—Oh, Sire! St. Jerome’s hint much less makes your 
Young Mist-er fear,— a 

That there are du// readers still, he trusts will now 
Seem to be clear! * 


My muse, I’m sure, if folks don’t laud her “Epsom,” 
*Twill quite amaze her ; 

But there’s no doubt, each—like most auctioneers— 
Will be a praiser! 


Authors of praise, though seldom ’tis they get it, 
Seem fond indeed : 

’Tis as sweet as honey when “of public praise” 
They get “the meed !” 


How wicked he who'll dare about my wit 
To be a carper: 


When punning, to wish him—who’s now so honest— 
A little sharper ! 


But at the end of each fine verse (and, sure, 
They it require) 

I’ve put a note of ex-cla-mation, that 
All may ad-mire! 


Should that “ Press gang,” the critics, “cut me up,” 
(For known’s their blindness) 

I trust they'll show a little of “the milk 
Of hu-man kindness !” 


—A secret, Reader,—but mind you do not tell 
Each quizzing “spark” it : 

My wit on Epsom, I grieve to say, it is 
Not all New,—mark it! 


But ’mong us bards there’s now so many of 
The witty crew, 

"Tis hard to give, when punning—it is known— 
Much that is new / 


* St. Jerome says, that there is no book so dull but it meets a 
suitable dull reader, 
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EPSOM RACES. 42 


—Though bards sometimes are praised by one of the 
Un-“ gentle craft,” 

A-n arrow 'scape indeed ’tis to avoid 
The critic’s shaft! 


Ob! oft I’ve tried (for I’ve long been an author) 
My works to sell ; 

For as on Epsom now, on other subjects 
I’ve rhymed—as well! 


But, though they contain’d—at least, J thought they 
Fine quips and quirks, (did 
Mine were, it seemd, avoided as e’er should 
The Devil’s works! 


Now each good wight, I trust, though he should travel 
Still on the high-way, 

Will—when he sees my “Epsom” is for sale— 
Pursue a buy way! 


And I, should not those “shuffling sots,” the critics, 
Condemn the whole, 

No doubt, by rhymes,—as Gellert did the wood— 
Shall get “the cole!” * 


My soon-so-much-to-be-famed wit on Epsom, 
It all is penn’d ; 

So—as on fops you would—behold the close, 
For here’s—— 


THE END! 


* The Fables" of the celebrated German poet, Christian 
Furehtegott Gellert, were read with rapture by all classes. One 
day a peasant appeared at Gellert’s door in Leipsic, with a waggon 
londed with fire-wood. ‘Is it not here,’ asked the man, “that 
Mr. Gellert lives?” On being told that it was, he desired to see 
the master of the house; and having been brought to him, “Are 
not you, sir,’ he said, ‘the author of the ‘ Fables??? 1 am,” 
replied Gellert. ‘Well then,” said the other, here is a load of 
wood, which I bave brought you, to thank you for the pleasure 
which your book hns given to myself, my wife, and my children.” 
By sucl/aleartVaal Galert'slihaiwes probably felt to bea more 
touching tribute to his powers than the plaudits of crowded theatres 
would have been, 
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TO THOMAS HOOD, ESQ. 
EDITOR OF “THE COMIC ANNUAL.” 


[The first specimen of ‘Blank verse in Rhyme,’ as it was 
styled, appeared in ‘The Comic Annual” for 1832, under 
the title of «A Nocturnal Sketch :”” but the lines ended 
with Tune rhymes only. Each line of the following, it will 
be seen, terminates with FOUR!) 


Great Sir,—to utter some their fair prayer dare, 

Though ‘gainst you they’d fain no mur-mur, Sir, stir, 

For you your page without i//-will still fill, 

As all have e’er under-stood good Hood would : 

"Tis that you'll not, by your fit skit-wit, split 

Their aching sides, while they cry high—* Why try 

“To leave, through some wicked pun, none un-done?” 

Yet justly none blame for a gay play may, 

Even if they don’t think the bright wight quite right. 

Tis plain they don’t—for now, though oh! so low 

That which to fill seems more than man can plan,— 

(Cash still is searce, though folks ne'er spare their care) 

For Hood's famed “Comte” still smadl, tall, all call, 

Knowing they shall from Wit’s grand store pore o'er 
more. 

Baily,* when one his shil-2ings flings, brings things 

That will make people each day gay, they say— 

And where you'd gloom on the face trace place grace. 

Each too, who “Whims and Oddi-ties” buys, spies wise 

Hits in verse—some, “sans” fail, Tale they'll hail. 

And your “Hunt” op’d, from Hood’s pen men then ken 

Such punning as makes each ery high “ My eye! 

(Though ’tis not oft, in our days, lays raise praise) 

“Hood has more wit than the whole shoal, droll soul !” 

Beauties, all know who for the Co-mic pick, stick thick 

In all for which Hood’s us in his dedt let get yet! 

He who does his page so fill, still will kill 

Dull Care, and from ennu-e free, we see.— 

Hood! may you, while you your reign main-tain, gain 

Due fame !—your temples e’er dis-play bay may they! 

And oft may we (bright as be-fore) pore o'er more 

Of your rare wit ! Excuse free me, 


Cc. . 
* Mr. Baily is Mr. Hood’s publisher—such a merry dog, how- 
ever, ought to have dealt with Wirry-cor (Whittaker. ) 
——- 
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LATELY PUBLISHED, 


PRINTED AT CHARLES CLARK'S PRIVATE PRESS, 


In 4to., Price 2s., 
TUSSER’S HUNDRETH GOOD 


Bovntes of MWusbandrie; 


Reprinted verbatim et literatim, from the original and 
extremely rare edition of 1557; being a Calendar (in 
verse) of Rural and Domestic Economy, for every 
month in the year; and exhibiting a ure of the 
Agriculture, Customs, and Manners of England, in 
the middle of the Sixteenth Century. To which is 
added, The Life of Thomas Tusser, written by him- 
self, also in verse; and a Glossary. 


« For farmer's life, quaint Tusser all containes, 
The wains, the chains, tho swains, the pains, the guins.”” 
Holyday’s ‘Survey of the World.’ 


In 8v0., Price 28. bd., 


A Trval of Witches, 


At the Assizes held at Bury St. Edmonds, for the 
County of Suffolk, on the Tenth day of March, 1664, 
Before Sir thew Hale, Knt, Reprinted verbatim 
from the original edition. Vo which is added, some 
curious Gleanings relating to Witchcraft. 


“Tho most perfect narrative of anything of this nature hitherto 
extant.”"—(Seo Origival Proface,) 


LONDON: 
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